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Teachers as Writers
This section sets aside a place for teachers to publish original poetry, short stories, or snapshot memoirs
related to teaching. Reading other teachers' writing can be most inspiring!
THE WINDOW
There is a window
To another world.

The window is closed
And will not open.

ALWAYS
He will always be taller.
He will al ways be stronger.
He will al ways be faster.
He will al ways be smarter.
He will always know.
He will always better see.
He will al ways be wiser.

Someday I will open the window
And crawl through to the other side.

He will always be my big brother.
He will always be ... my Hero.

I look, but I cannot see.
I listen, but I cannot hear.
I speak, but there is no response.

Until that day, I can only stare and wonder,
Longing for answers, waiting to see them again.

Greg Favaro
Waterford, MI

Greg Favaro
Waterford, MI
,

________

THE TENT
I often wonder why it is
That such a thin piece of fabric
Can make me feel so safe and secure
When I'm in the forest
Surrounded by feral animals.
Yet, if I climb into that very tent
When it's set up in my backyard,
,;,
I feel uneasy and vulnerable in the dark.· 1·
Perhaps it's the serene of the wild }J 'll '
And the orange sky that comes with a setting sun,
Mixed with the glow and smell of my campfire
That calms the spirit within.
And when the stars come out late at night
And shine high above the trees,
I lay on my back and look up at them
Knowing that they watch over me.

Kerry Whalen -

Flint, MI

.Popcorn is my favorite food
I often eat for dinner.
Yet; light and fluffy as it is,
It never makes me thinner!
Kerry Whalen

Flint, MI
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THE RETIREMENT
This piece was inspired by my mother's work with young children. The Hobbit by J.R.R. Tolkien was one of
several books she read each year to her first-grade students. During the late 1960s, Mother taught a 1-3 multigraded classroom. During this time, she made Hobbit hats and had her students assume the roles of the various characters as they read from the book. At her retirement party from the public school system, I recall being
somewhat disappointed that no one thought to present her with a ring on a chain, especially as she has so many
former students phone her from time to time to rehash those years.
With that said, I dedicate this piece to my mother, Mary Flynn Hall, and thank her for her inspiration and love
for teaching.
The day came too quickly. I was not prepared and dreaded having to attend. It was overcast that morning, and
my mood was as bleak as the weather, but finally, with an umbrella in one hand and heaviness in my heart,
I headed for the door. When I arrived at the banquet room, I was hesitant to enter-I knew this would mark
the beginning of the end. Yet, as I opened those doors and saw the smiling faces of many of my colleagues and
former students amid a sea of brightly colored balloons, my dark mood lifted, and I knew that, albeit for the
last time, I was back in my element.
Yes! This was my retirement party, a day that had arrived much too soon. Yet, before long, I discovered that
I was having the time of my life and realized that my cheeks hurt from smiling so much. Hugs were given
and received around the room as we all laughed and eagerly munched on the myriad of goodies that had been
magically prepared for this day. Colleagues and former students, alike, took their turns at the microphone to
recount some silly story or fun event from our times together. But one stood out-bringing tears to my eyes.
His name was David, and he had been in my second-grade classroom during my first year of teaching. All
grown up now, with a wife and child of his own, he had retained that impish grin that had so charmed me
many years ago. That first year of teaching, I introduced my students to The Hobbit by J.R.R. Tolkien. I
assigned each student the part of a character, and we each assumed that name for the majority of the school
year. Students took turns portraying the narrator, and I made hats (appropriate for each character) for the
children to wear while we all read the story from the book. It took a while, but finally, and with much sadness,
we came to the end of the book. David had been Gandalf, while I took the role of the Hobbit, himself.
Now, before me, stood my little Gandalf-all grown up-telling a story of (not too) long ago that held much
meaning for him. From our role-playing, he said, he and his classmates learned not merely how to read,
but how to read-with excitement, anticipation, and a strong sense of adventure. From this, he added, they
learned how to better understand and communicate with one another and to accept the differences between
them. They learned what empathy meant-instilling in each of them understanding and compassion for
their fellow man. He thanked me for giving him and his classmates a love for books and all the wonders they
contain. Then, David invited me to the stage where, amid loud clapping and cheers, I was presented with a
handcrafted Hobbit hat and a beautiful golden ring on a chain to wear around my neck-to give me courage as
I enter into the next journey of my life.
Kerry Whalen
Flint, MI
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